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Author's Notes: 
| have a soft spot for the friendship between James and Nikki, and as Vince says in the video to ‘Kickstart My 
Heart as they roll into the Whisky, "this is where it all began." 


West Hollywood 
February 1985 


The reds, the greens, the grays. Nah, fuck the grays. Can't deal with that shit. Not tonight, Josephine. Not with 
our headlining show at the Whisky and these metal spikes wasting my flesh like leprosy. | was still smarting 
from the burns on my thighs. Fountains of vodka and nitrated cotton string. Fire it up, baby! Behold the fiery 
pellets and shooting staaaaaaars! Yeeeeeah. | can be such a tool sometimes. №3 a miracle | ain't dead. But I'd 
make a beautiful stiff. Hell, I'd fuck me. I'd fuck me hard. I'd fuck me good. I'd fuck me till | bleed. Sadly, the 
person | desperately wanted to fuck wasn't interested in me. He'd probably slug me a new one if he knew how | 
felt about him. Tommy, who else? Fucker walks in and the air sucks out. God, that face. He makes me float like 
an astronaut and fly like a superhero. But anyway. No grays. I'll fuel the skag after the show. Or | could 
speedball it. Oh, yeah. 


"Who the fuck are you?" 


| turned around. A sulky snotnose with piercing blue eyes was leaning against the doorframe, guitar case in one 


hand and a beer in the other. 

"Hello! Been asking myself that question for years, kid." 

He dumped the case on the floor. "Who you calling a kid? This is my band's room! It has our fucking name on 
the door," he pointed to a note on the ingress that spelled out METALLICA. "Get the fuck out of here or I'll 


kick your ass!" 


| gave him a once over. "Damn, if | knew the great unwashed were going to support us this evening | wouldn't 


have bothered getting out of bed." 


"You're in Mötley Crüe?" he took in my spandex and bullet belt ensemble. "Thought you looked familiar. Nippy 
Sucks, ain't it? Like | said, this is our room so get out of here, fag" 


| hoisted myself over the dressing table. "Faaaaag? Owey ouch ow! You've wounded me, Shitallica. Now fuck off 
and blow your singer before | lose my temper." 


" am the fucking singer!" 
My eyes widened. "You do it to yourself? Respect. Can you show me how?" 


Tommy fuck-me-now-and-lose-the-key Lee swaggered in, rollup hanging from his lips. "Sixx, the fuck are you 
doing in here? We're all upstairs." 


"See!" Smokey the bandit gestured. "This is our room. Get out." 


Tommy looked at Shitallica as if he had only just noticed his presence. His lips curled into a sneer. "What is 


this?" he pointed at him. 

| grinned. "This is our support. Bringing sexy back" 

Smokey glared at me. "Okay, wiseguy. Listen up. My name is James Hetfield. My band is Metallica. We are the 
best motherfucking metal band the world has ever seen. We're on in fifty minutes and we need this goddamn 
room right now. LEAVE!" 


Tommy and | blinked, then burst out laughing. 


A little blonde dude entered the room carrying a hi-hat and crash cymbals. "Oh, do we have the wrong room?" 
he looked at James. 


"Nah," | smiled. "We'll be out of your way. lim Nikki, this is Tommy," we shook hands. 


He introduced himself as Lars, the drummer. He didn't have to state the obvious, but it belayed a certain 
timidity that | found cute. Lars was sure as hell a lot nicer than his singer, who was still challenging me like a 
fucking alpha wolf on the prairie. 


We left them to it, but | couldn't resist winking at Smokey shits tallica on the way out. 


жж 
Soundcheck high. Soundcheck heaven. Soundcheck haven. Done! 


Yeeeeeah, gimmie some. | was wired, baby. Cooked on the reds and the greens and the cokes and the smokes. 
No cocks. No, sir. It made me laugh how everyone thought | was queer when | had never touched a dude in my 
life. Tommy was making out with the most beautiful woman | had ever seen But | wasn't looking at her. | was 
looking at my drummer. This time, | was entranced by Tommy's cascade of glossy dark hair and the way he 
flipped a lock out of his eyes as he dipped his head to kiss the chick's neck. Wow. Poetry. Violins. Hard dick. | 


hopped off the stool and went downstairs for some air. 


As | slinked into the alley behind the Whiskey, | heard voices raised in argument. | crept behind a dumpster. 
Well, if it ain't the Shitallica bros embroiled in a spat. Couldn't make out what they were saying exactly, but 
the little dude was gesturing like crazy while Smokey the bandit was taking it on the chin. You go, Lars! 


Cutsie drummer skulked off in the other direction and entered the club via the fire exit. James leaned against 
the wall. | grinned. Maybe | could toss a can down the alley and scare the fucker. Rattle his nerves right 
before he's about to go on stage. Yeeeeeah, I'm down with that. | picked up a can and was about to throw it, 
when snotnose covered his snout and muffled a sob. | narrowed my eyes and looked at him for a moment. 
Yeah, the kid was definitely crying. He was being still, discreet and dignified with it, but there was no mistaking 
his distress. Fuck What was | supposed to do now? Ignore it. | turned to leave, but something made me look 
back. | don't know what. James had stopped crying. He wiped his nose on his sleeve and fired up a smoke. | was 


curious. 


"Smokey!" | yelled, giving him enough time to adjust shit before facing me. Why did | even саге? | was getting 
soft in my old age. 


He glared at me and then looked away. "Leave me alone." 
| crossed my arms. "Whatcha doing out here?" 
"Trying to get some peace," he looked at his boots and kicked the gravel. 


"Yeah. Alll kinds of crazy in there, huh?" 


He met my eyes quickly before settling them on a dumpster. 
"Dude, | was chickenshit when we first played the Whiskey. How are you doing?" 


‘lm cool," he blew out smoke. "It ain't the first time we're playing here. Но just not our usual crowd. Let's 


leave it at that" 

"Sure, kid" 

"\т not а kid! Stop calling me that." 

| looked at him. "You're like, what, all of 19?" 

"Twenty-one!" 

"Must be the blond curls. Barely legal. Mmm, that's delicious." 


His face twisted into a snarl but then he saw the shit-eating grin on my face and realized | was joshing him. 


He shook his head and smiled. 
"Must be hard being you," | fired up a cig. 
"Whaddya mean?" 


"All that bluster and bravado. Isn't it exhausting, James? Don't you think your energy would be better spent on 


something else?" 


He narrowed his sapphire eyes at me. Н was unnerving, I'll admit. Smokey was a pup but in a few years he 


would become a force to be reckoned with. 

"Nikki, was it? You don't know shit about me. So shut up." 

"| know enough to recognize pain when | see it" 

"Pain," he scoffed. "I'll show you pain, motherfucker!" 

"There ме go. But you're young. Its probably a knee-jerk reaction 


"Yeah? What about all that junk on your face? Those fucking..clothes, if you can even call it that. What's that 
all about, huh?" 


‘It's called performance." 


"Bullshit. You're fucking hiding behind it like a mask. Like camouflage. Why do you need camouflage, Nikki? What 
are you Trying То hide?" 


| looked at him. "Well," | stubbed out my cigarette on the wall. "Guess there's more to you than crusty old 


denims. If you'll excuse me, | have a show to get to." 
He steel gaze softened. "Sorry. You pissed me off" 

"№ need to apologize. Aren't you on in a few minutes?" 
He shrugged and looked away. "Guess so." 


"Hey," | tapped his shoulder and he met my gaze. "If you wanna talk, like after the show, I'll be around. Probably 
in the bar. Probably in a liplock. But feel free to drag me away." 


"Why would | wanna talk?" 

"You seemed upset earlier." 

| gave him a nod and walked away. 

EK 

We sold our souls for rock "т" roll, amphetamines and vitriol. Yeeeeeah. The show was amazing. Obviously, we 
were stupendous. Have you seen Mötley Crue? But Shitallica weren't half bad either. Not my cup of skag, but 
they did well. Smokey was smokin’. Practically jailbait but what a powerhouse. | wandered back to the dressing 
room to fix up. The place was still and silent and conducive То mainlining on your lonesome. | tied off my arm 
with a belt and found a vein. Tommy walked in and sat on the floor beside me. He didn't like me doing smack. | 
didn't like him по? liking me doing smack. | pulled back on the plunger and decanted some of my blood into the 
needle. | met Tommy's gaze, and pushed the plunger down. He held my head as | fell down the rabbit hole. 
"Tommy," | looked up at his beestung lips. 

He brushed his thumb over my cheek. "Mm?" 

"l." 

| fucking coughed That wos it. 


No balls today, ma'am. 


We're all out. 


RK 

Couple of beers and lines later, | was leading the chick who was making out with Tommy before the show out 
to the alleyway for seconds. Now thats continuum baby. True Сгае. Don't knock it until you try it. Yeeeeeah. | 
was just about to release my junk onto the Lord and His angels when | saw Smokey hunched over a ledge on 
the far side of the alley. Déjà fucking vu. Not that | was going to let snotnose shits tallica get in the way of a 
perfectly good lay, so | finished up, zipped up, and sallied over. 

"Hey," | adjusted my belt and smiled at him. "So what's the matter now?" 

He didn't respond. Then | noticed the bloodied mouth. 

"What's up, buddy? Get in a fight?" 

"Nothing serious," he flexed his fist. "The usual shit." 

"Yeah? Who with?" 


"Му bass player. Just trying to cool off before round two." 


"Damn. What is it with you and rhythm players? You had a fight with your drummer earlier, too. Do | need to 
worry?" | held my fists up and grinned. 


"Nah," he smiled. "You're kind of growing on me. Like fungus." 

| laughed and fired up a smoke. "So what's going on there?" 

He shrugged. "Misunderstanding." 

"With Lars or your bass player?" 

"Hmph. Both of em. But | would never hit Lars. Cliff І could kill” 

"Do you like Oreos?" 

"Yeah. Got any?" 

| motioned to a diner across the street. "They have the best Oreo shakes." 
"Cool, I'll be there іп a minute. Just letting Lars know where | am." 


| laughed. "He your wife or something?" 


Those sapphire daggers. “Fuck youl” 

"Whoa, Smokey, relax. | was only kidding." 
"Well | ain't laughing! See you in there, Nippy." 
| watched him stalk back to the venue. 


*** 


| don't know why | felt so charitable that night. | wasn't in the usual habit of herding sullen youths to my flock. 
But there was something about James that appealed to me. Like a certain soulfulness. A faceted aesthete that 
| couldn't quite get my head around. | liked him. Well, that and the fact that | needed a distraction | didn't know 
how many more times | could see Tommy that night without launching myself into his lap and begging him to 
make all kinds of love to me. James entered the diner and marched towards me in his usual no-nonsense 
manner. He removed his leather jacket and tossed it on the booth, his biceps flexing under the Black Sabbath 
shirt he was wearing. My eyes carried over his broad chest and muscled arms. The kid had an impressive 


physique. He scowled at me beneath a curtain of baby blond curls and | laughed. 
"What? You just got here!" 


He scoffed and gestured to the waitress. "Fucking Cliff again. № | don't kill him before this year is over | swear 
to God they'll come after me with a straitjacket!" 


We ordered shakes and fries. He fiddled with the saltshaker and avoided my gaze. 

"Okay," | sighed. "Smokey. We just met. We're probably never going to see each other again because, let's face 
it, we have absolutely nothing in common. So hit me with it. Whatever's fucking with you right now, tell me. | 
might be able to help." 

"Yeah. | might benefit from your years of experience with hairspray and make-up. Look, Nikki, | don't know you. 
Got some pretty intense shit going on and | ain't gonna open my heart to some dude wearing lipstick and 
spandex. No offense." 

| took a napkin and wiped off my lipstick. "How's that?" | pouted. 

He chuckled and shook his head. 


"At least | make you laugh." 


"Can't imagine anyone looking at you and not laughing." 


"Thank you," | smiled sweetly. 
"Okay, Nippy. You win" 


He fiddled with the saltshaker some more. | introduced ketchup to the mix. He put it away. | took the mayo and 
aimed at his shirt. 


"Thanks," he said to the cute waitress who appeared with our orders. | winked at her. Hello pretty lady. I'll see 


about doing you later. Yeeeeeah. 

"50000?" | popped a fry in my mouth. 

He slurped the shake. 

"Соте оп" | banged the table. "Be fuckin’ easier to pull Excalibur out of a rock." 
"l'm in a situation with..a couple of chicks." 

"l'm in a situation with all chicks. Continue." 


He sighed. "One of them is like, my girlfriend. Except that we never talk about it. Because we're in a unique 


situation, never mind what that is." 

"She you cousin?" 

He frowned. "Nol" 

"Okay, just wondering. Go on" 

"The other chick," he white-knuckled the table. "| fuckin’ hate. But she has this epic hold over me, man. | can't 
explain it. Like | do whatever she says. Really fucked up shit that | end up regretting. It screws with my head, 
and hurts L.my girlfriend” 

" get it. Your girlfriend is a lousy lay and this other chick is a goddess." 

"No," he laughed. "Like, she is а goddess, yeah. But it's not about sex with him. Her. 


| looked at him. "Right. So why is this, other chick, your girlfriend?" 


"Because | feel safe with her. She's sweet and kind and gets me. Like really, gets me. We don't play games with 
each other. It feels natural. | can be quiet with her, you know?" 


| thought of Tommy. That's how | felt about him. 


"| do. So what is this hold this other chick has over you, if it isnt sex?" 
He looked at the shake. "Don't wanna talk about it: 

"Why?" 

"| just don't! 

ту 

He took а deep breath. "He-she, fuck" 


"IFs okay. l'm not judging. Dude, look at me for fuck's sake. Do | look like the kind of guy who would give you 
shit over something like that?" 


He cradled his face and groaned. "God, | wanna фе" 

"Why?" | touched his sleeve hesitantly 

"Because it's fucked up!" 

"Don't be ridiculous. | want my drummer so bad that | can barely tak to him without falling over shit. | cant 
sleep. | can't eat. It's fucking me up. | get it. So your girlfriend doesn't know about this guy, the so-called 
goddess, whom | presume is Cliff?" 

That dry chuckle. “If only it were that simple" 

"Why?" 

"Because the other girl's a guy too" 

Ч see. So you're дау" 

"NO! | have a steady girlfriend, back Коте" 


"Dude, where do you find the time to play in a band? Who needs daytime television, just tune in to Metallica 
Dynasty ain't got nothing on you." 


"Fucking tell me about it." 


"Yo, Lars!" | waved the guy over to us. 


James took one look at Lars and covered his face. Hmmm. So the cutsie drummer was his "girlfriend". | was 


feeling a bit better about my own shit. 

"Hey," Lars smiled. "| was hungry. So what's good here?" 

James scowled at the saltshaker. Lars frowned. 

Okay then "You can have my fries, dude. | ain't hungry." 

"You sure?" he scooped in by James, who made room for him but avoided his eyes. 
"Yeah," | waved dismissively. "See, | haven't got much of an appetite these days." 
"Why's that?" 

"l'm in love with my drummer." 

Lars stopped chewing. James narrowed his eyes. | sighed dramatically. 


"Yeah. But I'm too chickenshit to tell him. What's a guy to do, huh? What advice would you give me, Lars? 
What should | do?" 


"Umm," he shrugged. "I don't know." 

"Hey! Youre a drummer!" 

"Yeah?" 

"бо, you have that certain drummerness about you. What do you think?" 

James looked from me to Lars. Lars toyed with his fries. | fried with my toys. 

"Gee, | dunno. Like, maybe reassure him that he's the one so that he knows where he stands. Don't assume 
shit. Don't think that just because he's tough and resilient his heart isn't breaking every goddamn time you 
screw other people. Anyways, he might be fine with you doing that, if you were just honest about shit instead 
of trying to spare his feelings and ending up hurting him even more. | dunno. Like that." 

| looked at James. The wheels were turning. 


"Seeya round, Smokey.” 


| smiled at Lars and walked out of the diner. 


"Wait!" James ran after me. "How do | contact you?" 
"Contact me?" | said disqustedly 

"Yeah. Think | owe you a beer” 

"Well, we're both signed to Elektra Figure it out 
"You gonna have the balls to speak to Tommy?" 
"Speak? Hell, по. Pounce? Hell, yeah!" 


He chuckled. Then he gave me а nod and went back inside. He sat on the opposite side to Lars and ruffled his 
hair before giving him a toothy grin. 


“з би би би би би би би NNN NNN NNN бу б бу 6 NNN 


James Hetfield 
C/o Shitallica 
Elektra АЗК 
Rock and Metal 
Los Angeles, CA 


February 21, 1985 
Smokey, 
My ass is sore! 


We're in SF April 6. You owe me beer. 


NUNN би би бу ба ба бо ба бо бо NNNNNNN NNN 


Nikki Sixx 

C/o Motley Crüe 

Elektra АЗК 

Rock and lame-ass shirt lifting "меѓа!" 


Los Angeles, CA 


February 25, 1985 


Hi Nippy, 
Glad to hear things are going sore for you. 


You're оп. 


JH 
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